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Shevchenko's diary is a fascinating volume.    I cull this
little abbreviated record at random:

" Skobelev was a countryman of mine. I chiefly
remember him for his singing of Ukrainian songs. He
had a soft tenor voice, and there was a peculiar expres-
siveness in the way he sang:

A little river running

Through, a cherry orchard sweet.

" When he sang, I forgot that it was in a barrack room
that I was listening to this lovely air. It wafted me back
to the banks of the Dnieper, to liberty, to my dear home-
land. Never shall I forget that poor half-naked, dark
skinned fellow, sitting mending his shirt and bearing me
so far away from the stuffy barracks with his artless
singing.

*' Skobelev discovered by accident that Lieutenant
Obryadin, whom he served faithfully as orderly, had
waylaid a letter addressed to him and had stolen the
ten rubles in silver which it contained. Skobelev took
the empty envelope with its tell tale seals straight to
Obryadin and demanded the money. His commander
dealt him a slap in the face. Skobelev replied with a
sound box on the ear. There were witnesses and Sko-
belev was arrested. An enquiry was held and Lieutenant
Obryadin was ordered to resign his commission. But
Skobelev was sentenced to run a gauntlet of two hundred
blows and was then sent to serve in a convict company
in Omsk for seven years.

" Poor, unhappy Skobelev! Honestly and nobly you
returned that gentleman robber blow for blow, and for
this honest deed you had to run the gauntlet and be
sent in irons to the banks of the lonely Irtish and Om.
In your new captivity will you ever meet, I wonder, as
attentive and grateful a listener as I was of your sweet
and mournful songs? "

Shevchenko's words sank deep into the hearts of his
people. What Pushkin did for the Russians, Shevchenko
did for the Ukrainians. He gave utterance to their long-